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None - one shot 


"Awww nol" James sighed as he upended a can of beer and the grand amount of no liquid came out of it. He 


set the empty can on the table, next to five other empty cans. Dave blinked and shook his head. 
"Are we totally out of beer as in we gotta go buy some at the liquor store?" he asked, 
"Uh, nah, | don't think so," James said. "I'm sure we got more in the kitchen I'll just go see". 


"Ok, cool," said Dave. James left the living room and entered the kitchen There he found Cliff (smoking weed) 


and Lars (Poring over a large book). 

"Hey man," said Cliff, waving to James. 

"Hmmm," said Lars, staring at the book. "Chilli con Carne or Peking Duck?" 
"Hey guys, is there any beer?" James asked. 


"Um hang on a min," said Cliff, turning towards the fridge. "Lemme see". 


"JAMES!" Lars cried. "You didn't answer" 

"Huh?" James shrugged. 

"Chilli con Carne or Peking Duck? You have to choose one". 
‘I-um.! think Im lost. What the hell is Peking Duck?" 


Cliff turned back round, a six pack in his hand. "Ah, | can explain that Jamie. You see, its like when you're out 
hunting and a duck hides in the reeds, then it comes out. See..peeking duck". 


"Haha, funny," said Lars. 

James snorted with laughter. Cliff handed him the beer. 

"There ya go dude". 

"Thanks Cliff". 

"You STILL haven't answered me," Lars whined. "I refuse to let you leave the kitchen until you do!" 
James rolled his eyes. "Fine, Chilli con Carne. Why am | choosing though?" 

"Because | am going to cook one of the meals," Lars said happily. 

"Chilli con Carne, now that you have chosen, James," Cliff added. 

"Ew!" said James, screwing up his nose. Lars frowned. 

"Ew? That is NOT a nice thing to say about my cooking!” 

"Not that," said James. "It's just like..why the hell do you wanna cook stuff? Cooking is for girls!" 
"Man, that's so sexist," Cliff grinned. 

"It is though," James insisted. Lars folded his arms across his chest. 

"Is not! Guys can cook as well as girls can". 

"Yeah," Cliff agreed. "Its not like you have to use your dick to cook with, or anything”. 


James stared at him, puzzled. "Dude, that really doesn't make any sense at all". 


"Does to me," said Cliff, taking a drag off his joint. 


"Um, right. Yeah. Well, anyway | really think cooking is a girls’ hobby". The kitchen door opened and Dave came 


in. "Dave does too!" 

"Huh?" said Dave. "Does what"? 

"Think cooking is for girls". 

"No it's not," said Lars. 

Dave shrugged. "I only came to see where the beer was. James is taking ages to bring it". 
"lm coming now," said James. He and Dave left the kitchen and Lars hurried after them. 
"Wait Dave, you didn't agree with me," he whined. 

"Yeah, that's cos Dave is going to agree with me," said James. 

‘Guys, chill," said Cliff, also following his buddies. "Let Dave make up his own mind, OK". 
"Sure," said James. "As long as he agrees with me". 

Dave scratched his head. "OK, so what were we on about again?" 

Lars sighed impatiently. "James said cooking is only for girls and it's not. Boys can cook too". 
James shook his head. "It's for girls, trust me". 

Dave frowned, deep in thought. 

"ve got the beer," James pointed out, waving the six pack under Dave's nose. 

"James's right," said Dave at once. "Cooking is for girls". 


Lars scowled. He was trying to think of a really smart remark but nothing was coming to him. He found it so 


difficult to defend himself when he allowed impatience to clouds his thoughts. 
Ok Lars thought hard. Let's see if | can beat James at his own game. 


‘Ie changed my mind," Lars said, now wearing his best innocent expression. "Instead of Chilli Con Carne, | am 


going to cook sausages, mashed potato, bacon and baked beans". 


Dave stared at Lars and his mouth began to water. 
"Lars is right," he announced. "Boys can cook as well as girls". 
James snorted. "You are so fickle," he said, passing a can of beer to Dave. 


"If that means the same as hungry, then yes," Dave grinned. 
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A few days later, a particularly hot day arrived. The sun shone down out of a deep blue sky, raising the 
temperature in the Metallimansion to over 30 degrees Centigrade. That evening, the guys had wandered into 


the garden to cool down a bit but it wasn't much cooler there either. 


"Ugh," James sighed from his vantage point, lying flat on the lawn "Im hungry but its too hot to go inside and 
get something to eat". 


"Why not get something and bring it back out?" Lars suggested 
"Hts too hot to enter the fucking kitchen," James replied 

"Stick your head in the fridge?" Cliff suggested. 

"Won't work, the rest of my body will still be hot". 


Dave kicked off his trainers and rubbed his toes in the yellowing grass. "Hm, maybe we could eat out? Like, go 


get a pizza or something?" 

"Have we got any money?" Lars asked. 

| haven't," said Dave. "But you guys could always treat me to pizza’. 

"Fuck off," said James. "Anyway, | don't have money either". 

"Nah, we're all broke at the moment," said Cliff. 

Dave huffed and rolled over onto his stomach, in case that helped him to become cooler. Cliff looked up at the 


sky, to see if there were any unusually shaped clouds. There weren't; the sky was cloudless and so blue, it 


almost hurt to look at. Lars looked around for some shade and James had an idea 


"Hey," he said, sitting up. "Why don't we have a barbecue?" 

"Cool," said Dave. "I'm all for that!" 

"Me too," agreed Cliff. 

"And me but how will it cool us down?" Lars asked. 

"Um, it won't but it'll stop us being hungry," said James. 

"Yeah and l'm very hungry," said Dave. "What stuff have we got to eat then?" 


James got to his feet, brushing dry grass off his jeans. "I'll go and look and you get the barbecue stove outta 
the shed". 


"Awesome," said Cliff. "Ill help you set it up, Dave". 

"And I'll help James carry the food out," said Lars. 

Ten minutes later, the barbecue stove was dusted off, stocked with charcoal and lit. James insisted on being in 
charge of the stove because it was his idea and he had been in the scouts as a boy, so he was qualified to 
operate a barbecue. Now he stood over the stove, spatula in hand and watching the selection of burgers, 
sausages and chicken legs cooking. Dave was cutting bread rolls in half, for the hot dogs and Cliff was pouring 
lemonade into four mismatched cups. Lars was standing nearby, telling his buddies what to do, just in case 
they didn't know. 

"Dave, cut the rolls more down the middle," he instructed. "You're making big tops and skinny bottoms". 


"My bottoms are never skinny," said Dave at once. 


"This is so cool," said James, poking at the food with his spatula. "We get to eat outdoors, have fun and it aint 


costing us a dime". 


"Hmm, let me supervise Cliff now," said Lars, going over to the bassist. "How is the lemonade pouring coming 


on?" 

"Lemme see," said Cliff. "OK, so lemonade has left the bottle and..gone into the cups. ls that right Lars?" 
"Perfect," said Lars. Cliff sniggered. "Ok, so James are you." 

Lars suddenly stopped speaking and stared at James, with wide eyes. James frowned. 


"Whatever it is, | aint doing it wrong," he said. 


"No, it's not that," said Lars. He began to giggle. "It's just.” 

"What? What the fuck is it?" 

"You're cooking," Lars announced gleefully. 

"Huh? No shit Sherlock!" 

Lars continued to giggle, setting of Cliff and Dave too. 

"Remember the other day when | was going to cook a meal. You said cooking was for girls!" 
James blushed but recovered quickly. 

"Yeah but this is different. This is a barbecue". 

"Um, how is it different?" Lars asked. 

"It just is," said James. 

"Why don't we ask Dave what he thinks?" Cliff suggested. "After all, he had the deciding vote the last time". 
Dave glanced up from the rolls. "Um, sure. Go ahead". 

"Ok," said Lars in his most important voice. "Is barbecuing the same as cooking or not?" 
"And remember," James added on. "I'm in charge of the food". 

Dave thought about it. He shook his head. 


"James is right. Barbecuing is different". 


The End 


